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AGNES ADDISON. 
(Continued from page 182.) 


THE tears of the father did not 
make the venerable old Morrison for- 
get the dignity of the man; with a 
firm step and undaunted countenance 
he entered the apartment of Mr. Man- || 


deville, who instantly gave vent tothe | 
storm which had been so long gather- | 
ing in his bosom. When he had over- | 


whelmed him with a torrent of abuse, 
he began to cool a little ; and told him, 
if he and his grand-child would sign a 
paper, denying the marriage, and re- 
nouncing every claim whatever on the 
family, with a condition that Helen 
should leave Orkney, he would settle 
upon her a sufficient sum of money to 
keep her from want, and provide for 
her unborn child. The blood instant- 
ly rushed from the heart of Mr. Mor- 
rison to his face, but checking his feel- 


ings, he calmly replied—‘ I did not | 


think, Mr. Mandeville, you could 


I am lord and master here, 
and you are entirely in my power.” 
*¢ You have no power to controul the 
laws—to them I can appeal, and they 
will protect me.” I know no law, 
sir, that will protect one who meanly 
steals into a family to pvison their 
| peace; to seduce children from their 
_obedience, and impose your low-born, 
pennyless daughters on them; but, 
look ye, parson, though you should 
| have even justice on your side, I have 
| that (clapping his hand on his pocket) 
which, if rightly haadled, will kick 
dame justice down the stairs, and you’ 
after her.” He then burst from the 
room, foaming with passion; and Mr. 
Morrison walked calmly down stairs, 
and sought his humble mansion; when 
arrived there, he was astonished to 
find that Helen had gone out, as he 
had left her in bed rather indisposed. 
‘¢ What has become of Helen?” said 
he tothe servant “ Indeed, sir, she 
seemed to be much alarmed when she 








have carried your insulting meanness 
so far, but I forgive you; you know 


me too well to make it necessary to | 


give any answer to your proposal. 
Helen is the lawful wife of Gilbert 
Thompson ; ; as such [ retain and pro- 


. tect her, until her husband shall de- 


mand her from me ; to no other willl 
give her up; and I know, deceive that 
excellent young man as you will, he 
will never, with his own free will, fal- 
sify the vows he has plighted to her in 
the face of God and man.” “ Mr. 
Morrison, I would have you consider 
what good purpose this obstinacy can 





heard that you had gone to Mr. Man- 
deville’s, and insisted on rising and 
going after you.” Mr. Morrison felt 
uneasy at the thought of Helen’s being 
exposed to Mr. Mandeville’s rude- 
ness, and instantly returned; he was 
old and feeble, and it was some time 
before he again reached the house ; 
he found a crowd gathered round the 
door, and pressed rather anxiously 
through them; but, oh! what « hor- 
rid sight he beheld—his Helen, his 
lovely innocent child, lay extended on 
the ground, her head resting on the 
lap of a woman, who sat on the step of 
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the door ; her face covered with blood, | but never recovered her reason; sh¢ 
and her pure soul seemed forever to | then resigned her fair and spotless spj 
have quitted its beautiful mansion!— : rit into the hands of {iim who gave it, 
He threw himself beside her—* He- | As it was impossible to remove her, 
len, my murdered child! [I will die she expired at the cottage. Mr. Mor. 


with thee ; carry us to the grave toge- | rison was carried to the parsonage, 


ther! Oh! Helen, my lovely child, i where he continued in a state of harm. 
hast thou too left me? Who will close || less melancholy derangement, but in- 
these old dim eyes? No hand of thine, cessantly calling on his departed Fielen, 
my Helen! ah, no! thy soft hands are | [In vain Mr. Mandeville endeavoured 
already stiff in death! And who will | to keep the tragical fate of Helen and 
teil this bloody tale to thy husband ? | her infant asecret from Gilovert, The 
Not [! not I! No, no, keep him away | story was but too well told, and almost 
—the sight would kill him!” Here | deprived him of reason! The sight of 
the poor distracted father and his child | his uncle would have driven hi n to 
were carried into a neighbouring eot- madness, and he prudently avoided 
tage. his presence. At the grave of Helen 
Helen, who had taken another road, || he spent his nights, regardless of the 
and ‘missed her grandfather, entered || pelting shower, and chilling wind ; and 
Mr. Mandeville’s just as he had left | through the day he hid himself in his 
it, and was shewn up stairs by a ser- | chamber from the sight of every hu- 
vant, where she encountered all the fu- | Man creature; even the presence of 
ry of Mr. Mandeville, and was terri- | Sibelia was irksome to him ; and she 
fied almost to fainting. He then en-|| saw, with the bitterest anguish, that 
deavoured to speak without anger, | her beloved brother was fast hastening 
and made the same proposals he had | to rejoin his tlelen! 
already made to Mr. Morrison. Her | 
faintness instantly left her, and with | 


! —— + ae - 
} 


- >» : + 6 . | 
firmness she exclaimed, “* Never, ne- | FASHIONABLE HONOUR. 
! 


ver!” ‘“ We will see that,” said he, | What a pity it is, that a word of such 
and producing a paper, he forced a} sovereign use and virtue, should:have 
pen into her hand.  * Sign that instant- so uncertain and various an applica- 
ly, or tremble for the consequences !” tion, that scarce two people mean the 
She read the paper, and dashed the | same thing by it! Do not some by ho- 
pen upon the ground—* I never will, | nour mean good nature and humanity, 


Mr. Mandeville.” She turned to go || which certain old fashioned minds call 


out of the room, and had reached the | virtues? How then! Must we deny it 
stairs, when he, with the look and ac- || to the great, the brave, the noble; to 


tion of a demon, seized her arm, and | the sackers of towns, the plunderers of 
shaking her violently, again demanded | provinces, and the conquerors of king- 
if she would sign the paper. “ No !” || doms? Were not these men of honour? 
she answered, pale and trembling.— | And yet they scorned those pitiful 
“ Shen perdition seize thee, and all’ qualities I have mentioned. Again, 
thy cursed race !” exclaimed the other, | some few (or I am mistaken) include 
and pushed her with violence from) the idea of honesty in their honour.— 
him. She fell down stairs, and la | Aud shall we theo say, thatno man 
void of sense and motion at the bottom. | who withholds from another, what law 
Helen had received a wound on her. or justice, perhaps, calls his own, or 
head, and was much bruised by her || who greatly and boldly deprives him 
full. In the night she gave birth to an | of such property, is a man of honour? 











( To be continued. - 
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infant, which died a few hours after ;| Is, it may again be asked, honour 
she herscil, lingered for nearlya month, || truth? No. Itis not in the lie roing 
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AND LITERARY MISCELLANY. 


from us, but its coming to us, our ho- | 


nour Is injured. Doth it then consist | leans 
in what the vulgar call cardinal vir- |he is 


tues? It would be foolish to suppose 
so, since we every day see so many | 
“men of bonour” without any. In, 
what then doth the term honour con-| 
sist? Why, in itself alone, a man of | 
honour is he that 1s catled a man of ho-. 
nour ; and while he is so called, he re- | 
mains, and no longer. | 


> © ee 


A FRAGMENT. 





’Twas the blooming Eliza, 
bending over the form of a female in 
the last stage of a contagious fe- 
ver, which attracted my attention.— 

Humanity had triumphed over fear in 
a bosom truly feminine, and convert- 
ed the timid maiden into a heroine, | 
whose deeds were most worthy of be- | 
ing recorded upon the historic page. 
In endeavouring to place the pillow in 
amore comfortable situation, an arm 
of lily whiteness encircled the neck of 
the almost expiring sufferer, while 
large chrystaline drops of heavenly 
commiseration coursed each other 
from their azure orbs, and gave her 
vouthful cheek the beauteous appear- 
ance of a newly expanded rose, bathed 
in the dew ofthe morning. Oh! how 
amiable appeared then the interesting 
Eliza! how much to the eye of my 





mind did she resemble a consoling an- | 


gel sent to administer to the broken 
hearted! At least she seemed to be- 
long to another world, to a more ex- 
alted order of beings ; tender was her 
voice as the moaning of the dove of 
the desert, and beautiful did fancy 
paint her as the famed flower of Irem. 
O-~ye monarchs ! ye potentates of the 
earth! I exclaimed—the parents of 
Eliza possess a jewel of more intrin- 
sic value than your sceptres, your 
crowns, your most gorgeous diadems. 


The glitter of your splendour would | 
cease to be distinguished near the ten-| 
derly sympathising, unadorned Etiza. | 


_— 
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ON THE INFLUENCE OF COMPANY. 

Asaman naturally copies the habits, and 
into the same opinions as those with whom 
continually in company, let their peculi- 


|| arities be what they may, it becomes a serious 


| misfortune to him if that company be not vir- 
tuous, and the effects that result are dreadful: 

for, whatever resolution he might previously 
have made to preserve himself uncontaminated 
with their vices, at the same time that he en- 
joyed their society, his inclination to sustain 
this distinction between himself and them, 
would gradually weaken as he became habi- 
tuated to their manners, till at last the parti- 
tion would be entirely broken down, and he 
would find himself as capable as them of de- 
scending into any gross extreme.—Thus, upon 
serious reflection, we see the pernicious con- 
sequences that will almost inevitably follow on 
a man’s suffering himself to be drawn into bad 
company; and the contagion he there receives 


|extends its baleful influence to all other cir- 
| gumnatences in life; it alienates his affections 


| 


from those things, which constitute the mast 
perfect of human happiness ; it withdraws his 
| heart from the enjoyment of real friends, and 
fixes it on those who, for a short time, may be- 
| guile and yield him a kind of delusive satisfac- 
ton, only to plunge him into a sense of the 
deeper misery, when their society has lost its 
charms ; since even the pleasure he will re- 
ceive there will only be transitory ; for, though 
vice may delight for the moment, its attrac. 
tions will soon lose their force, and will not 
long have the power of engaging his mind, 
without being attended by that keenness of an- 
guish which always accompanies it; it will 
cause him to reflect upon thecontrast between 
pleasure bought at the expense of virtue, and 
that happiness which might have been enjoyed 
consistent with it. Reason will serve him for 
for little else than to upbraid him with the re- 
collection of ihe past, and his intellectual sys- 
tem too much depraved and hardened by vice 
to incline him to employ her as bis guide to 
extricate him from his involving rutin. Thus 
will all return to virtue be cut off, from his 
having lost the relish for it; life to him will 
have lost all its enjoyments ; and he will wan- 
der through its mazes, blinded and deluded by 
those passions, which wise men never suffer to 
gain the ascendancy. 
> E+ 

A countryman going into the office of the 
probate of wills, and gazing on the large vo- 
lumes onthe shelves, . asked, “if those were all 
btbles 2” 


** No, sir,” answered one of the 
clerks, ** they are testaments.” 
-_——- + oe 


A clergyman who was remarkable for his 
dirty hands, conversing with Foote, was ex- 
plaining how much he had improved his living, 
*‘ for,” says he, “fq have taken all the tythes into 
my own hands.” ‘Yes,’ replied Foote, “1 sce 
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Not sordid or ambitious, 


POETRY. A medium will content, 
And satisfy the wishes, 
3 When virtue is the bent. 
ODE TO FEAR. || To modesty no stranger, 
THOU with feet that lightly tread, True taste with honour mixed, 
Ears, that every whisper dread, And if when young a ranger, 


And telescopic eye, 
Panting bosom, hair erect, 
Ghastly hues thy face infect, 


Thy tresses wildly fly. 


Goddess leave me nor dispense 


Now to one fair one fixed. 
Religion’s nobler graces 

Must his just bosom warm, 
Yet superstition’s traces, 

Must not his soul deform. 








Here thy hated influence, 
Thou poison to content. | 

For, oh fear! when thou art nigh, 

All the charms of pleasure fly, 
Her votaries relent. 


Spreading round her horrid shades, 

Thy reign despotic grows ; 
Thou frequent’st the church-y ard haunt, 
Listening to the raven’s chaunt, 

And wind that hottow blows. 
While a thousand fairies scream, 
And ideal tapers gleam, 

Diffusing horror round ; | 
While a thousand fearful sights, 
Ghastly phantoms, wanton sprites, 

And hollow moan confound ; 
Oft in sleep ’tis thy delight, 
To bewilder fancy’s flight, 

And daunt the bravest men; 
Who no waking terrors knew, 
Sleeping fly a fairy foe, 

A Richard trembles then ! 


———— SE ¢ Gin 


| 
| 
Now the dismal night pervades, ! 
{ 
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LOVE’S FASCINATION, 


Is there a flower that fragrant blooms, 
Warm’d by kind Sol’s enlivening ray, 

And when black night its shades resumes, 
Withers, droops, and fades away? 

So my fond heart by Mary’s smile inspir’d, 
Lives in the genial sunshine of her eyes ; 

But when averted or in anger fir’d, 
Shrinks by neglect, or by their splendor dies. 

Have you not seen the lilly bend, 


— 


If such an one is ever found 


I To suit Rosella’s heart, - 
} 


Hymen may heal young Cupid’s wound, 
His torch secures the dart. 
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f SONG, 


The shape alone let others prize, 
The features of the fair ; 

I look for spirit in her eyes, 
And meaning in her air. 

A damask cheek, and iv’ry arm, 
Shall ne’er my wishes win; 

Give me an animated form, 
That speaks a mind within— 

A face where awful honour shines, 
Where sense and sweetness move, 

And angel innocence refines, 
The tenderness of love. 

These are the soul of beauty’s frame, 
Wirhout whose vital aid, 

Unfinish’d all her features seem, 
And all her roses dead. 

But ah! where both their charms unite, 
How perfect is the view, 

With every image of delight, 
With graces ever new. 

Of power to charm the greatest woe, 
The wildest rage controul, 

Diffusing mildness o’er the brow, 
And rapture through the soul. 

Their power but faintly to express, 
All language must despair ; ; 

But go, behold Aspasia’s face, 








Parch’d by fierce Sol’s too potent ray ; 
But as the fresh’ ning showers descend, 
Dare with new charms the beams of day ! 
So when the tear which mourns my hapless lot, 
Down Mary’s cheek unbid, repentant steals, 
How is each sorrow and each pang forgot, 
What boundless raptures then my bosom 
feels ? 


RE Geen 
ROSELLA’S CHOICE. 
It is not every common soul, 


And read it perfect there. 
= + oe 


Extempore Lines, on seeing a Key appended to the 
bosom of a very beautiful Young Lady. 


How blest is thy lot thou insensible key, 
How gladly I’d change situations with thee! 
For to thee, like the Key of St. Peter is given, 


To guard o’er the gateway, that leads into 
Heaven? 








That can Rosella please ; 


His judgment must his wit controul, | 


And humour flow with ease. 
His passions should be guided 
By reason’s ruling hand, 
And with good sense provided, 
Rosella to command. 
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